COMPASSIONATE LEAVE
war or sufferers from the war, but of happenings long before the
Anschluss threatened the Austrian nation. It was a tale, nothing
more. Then he added, and if you can say of a voice that it was
bowed down with the burden of a heavy load, I can say it of his
voice then: "Now more than ever, much more even than when
I thought of it, I know that it is true, that we must beware of pity."
In Brazil, in the summer of 1942, he took compassionate leave
of the world. Perhaps it is not a bad way to die of pity; better
than to live without it; far better.
I did not know Stefan Zweig well. It may have been about ten
years ago that H. G. Wells rang up to ask me to dinner to meet—
the line was bad, and I had no idea who was to be the guest of
honour, and could not therefore hastily send round to the Times
Library to prepare myself before I went. I enquired of two other
invited guests, but neither knew the name of what was, so to speak,
the foundation guest. One of them hazarded that it must be
somebody important because of the somebody-else-important asked
to meet him. "I think he is from America," she hazarded. Luckily,
for I was put next to him at dinner, I knew some of Stefan Zweig's
books, and the language of his beloved Austria. Luckily, too, he
had the gift of making you feel that he had known you for years,
and was pleased to be with you again. He was a very gentle man;
if he had a fault, I should say he lacked toughness; and toughness,
especially to-day, can be good and necessary; not, of course,
toughness in behaviour, but of feeling. Unfortunately there is no
recipe for feeling tough.
In spite of his eager sensitive reception of all new ideas and
discoveries, he had in his personality a romantic courteous quality,
reminding me of a crusader, of Du Guesdin, of Don Quixote;
he too spent a lifetime attacking windmills and enchanters, both
awkward enemies and little difference between them. Perhaps the
blind windmills got him in the end.
But he has left us a legacy, a living legacy, in the bulk of his
work; a constructive wall standing solid against impermanence.
I forget whether it was Somerset Maugham or Maugham quoting
another critic, who once said that you can tell the amateur from the
true professional, not only by the essence of his work but by the
actual amount of it, showing sturdy, tireless achievement, where
the amateur, however inspired, will only leave a few isolated
samples.
Stefan Zweig's writing was wonderfully varied.   He was a poet,
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